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who had dined at Louie's. He was ensconced
in this house as in a comfortable dream!

" Very good bit o' beef this, Polly," said
Mr. Williams, as he cut another round and
held it out towards Boston.

" I don't believe I'm quite awake even
yet/' said he, holding out his plate.

" Nothing like sleep/' said Mrs. Williams.

" Tired Nature's sweet restorer/' said Mr.
Boston. He was being positively silly. Yet
he felt only a great desire to laugh, as though
he had made a subtle joke and the point
were suddenly beginning to dawn upon him.
" Care-charmer sleep ! " He might begin to
recite it if he were not careful.

" Who said that ? " asked the landlord,
after a long pull at his tankard.

" Shakespeare."

" Oh, ay/!

" I thought we might have a hand at
cards afterwards/' said Mrs. Williams. " We
haven't played since ..."

They both began to calculate in silence.
It took a long while to reach a result. About
the end of May it must have been.

" We used to play regular/' said the land-
lord. " Every Sunday night. Whist. Not
this Bridge."